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centre.  So Piotra Melekhov decided to advance against the
-JReds with his two squadrons.
He took over command of the four squadrons assembled
by neighbouring villages, and in the morning led his cossacks
out of Tatarsk, sending patrols on ahead. Some six miles
outside the village, at the spot where Gregor and his wife
"Natalia had ploughed and had been overtaken by the first
snow of winter, the spot where he had first confessed to her
that he did not love her, the cavalry dismounted and spread
into a line, the horses being led off under cover. Below
them, they could see the Reds marching in three lines out
of a spacious valley. The enemy were still some two miles
away, and the cossacks unhurriedly made ready for the
battle.
Piotra trotted up on his well-fed, steaming horse to where
Gregor was in charge of a half squadron. He was cheerful
and animated.
^   " Brothers !  Don't waste your bullets.  Fire when I give
"the command. Gregor, lead your half squadron some fifty
yards more to the left. Hurry ! " He gave a few final
orders, then raised his field-glasses to his eyes. " Why,
they're setting up a battery on Matveev mound/' he
exclaimed.
" I saw that some time ago ; you don't need glasses to
see it," Gregor remarked. He took the field-glasses from
his brother's hand, and gazed.
" Piotra, come over here," he asked, stepping a little away
from the line of men. Piotra followed him. Frowning with
obvious discontent, Gregor said :
^ "" I don't like this position. We ought to get away from
'these gullies. They may attack us on the flank, and then
where should we be ? What do you think ? "
" What's the matter with you ? " Piotra angrily waved
his hand. " How can they attack us on the flank ? I'm
holding one company in reserve, and in the worst case the
gullies will be of value to us. They're no danger."
" You watch out, my boy 1 " Gregor warned him, After
casting another swift glance around the position, he went
back to his cossacks.
^ Despite strict orders to the contrary, the Tatarsk infantry,
" dancers " as the horsemen jestingly called them, had
gathered into little groups, sharing out bullets, smoking and